He Stations His Guns about Paris
be joined with a common center and animated by the
same spirit."
Sound, yes; but the commissioners saw in it only dis-
loyalty. He was, said they, trying to break up the Army
of the Alps. So they lodged him in jail at the foot of
the Alps.
But a few feet of stone cell were too narrow for his
bold spirit, that view of the storied cities and shimmering
plain seen through the bars too enticing; and when, on
the fourteenth day, they sent for him, he had his defense
ready.
Around a hooded fireplace he faced the commissioners
and a few fat generals and advanced upon them before
they had a chance to strike.
"You have relieved me from duty/' he said, "and ordered
me under arrest without a hearing. Have I not, since
the Revolution began, constantly shown myself loyal to
its principles? Have I not taken my part in the struggle
both against internal foes and, as a soldier, against the
foreigner? I have sacrificed my home, everything, for the
Republic. I served at the siege of Toulon with some dis-
tinction and with the army earned laurels at the siege
of Saorgio."
Here he fixed his gaze on his old neighbor and chief
betrayer, Saliceti, a sulphur-hued fellow with snaky locks
and glittering eyes.
"Saliceti, you have known me for six years. What have
you seen in me that is disloyal to the Revolution?"
In this defense was much of sincerity, for Duty and
Self-Interest do not necessarily lie up different roads,
despite brother Lucien. But this consciousness of right
was not the only quality that impressed them. As one of
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